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'WRONGS- OF ALMOONA, 


OR THE 


 AFRICAN's REVENGE. 
A NARRATIVE POEM, 

- FOUNDED ON HISTORICAL FACTS. 

BY A FRIEND TO ALL MANKIND. 
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Oh! moſt degrading of all ills that wait 
On man, a mourner in his beſt eſtate | | oy 
All other ſorrows virtue may endure, * | v5 
And find ſubmiſſion more than half a cure, * 
But ſlav ry Virtue dreads it as her grave, 
Patience itſelf is meanneſs in a ſlave. : 
3 Cowen, g 


* - | a 
* 
—— —— — . — 
. * P 
* * * 


PRICE THREE SHILLINGS and SIX PE NE. 8 


— — — — 55 ; | | 0 
LIVERPOOL: 
PRINTED BY H. HODGSON, POOL-LANE, 


AND SOLD BY W, LOWNDES, FLEET-STREET, AND T. BOOKER, NEW-BOND:STREET, LONDON; | 
J. BINNS, LEEDS, AND N. . PRESTON, 


— . 


/® 
— . 
1 
— — — 
— — — 


T 0 


WILLIAM COWPER, E893 
AUTHOR OF THE TASK, | 


A N D 


OTHER BEAUTIFUL POEMS, 
(AS A SMALL, BUT SINCERE TRIBUTE | 
OF RESPECT, DUE TO 
TALENTS 
THAT WOULD HAVE DISTINGUISHED 
ANY WRITER | 
IN 
ANY AGE; 
AND AS A 
GRATEFUL RETURN FOR THE PLEASURE RECEIVED 
FROM THE PERUSAL OF HIS WORKS 
REPLETE WITH 
INSTRUCTIVE MORALITY, 
ENERGETIC POETRY, 
AMIABLE PHILANTHROPY, 
AND 
EXQUISITE AND NATURAE IMAGERY, 
HOWEVER POOR AND INADEQUATE THE OFFERING MAY BE) 
FROM THE SHADES or OBSCURITY, THE 
WRONGS OF ALMOONA 
ARE HUMBLY INSCRIBED, 
BY 
HIS MOST RESPECTFUL 


AND MOST OBEDIENT SERVANT, 
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AD the Author of the following Tale 

been aware of the many publications re- 
ſpecting Slaves and Slavery, that have been 
announced ſince it went to the preſs (which was 
ſome months ſince) he would not have had the 
preſumption to have enlarged the liſt. Struck 
with the outlines of the ſtory, he ſat down to 
form it into a poem, ſolely to amuſe himſelf 
and to cheer the lonely, winter nights of ſoli- 
tude, far ſequeſter'd from the ſocial converſation 
of friendſhip. During the progreſs of the work 
new ideas crowded: on him, and being {ſwelled 
into its preſent ſize, he thought it might, per- 
haps, be received with candor by the generous 
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This being a true ſtatement, he hopes it may 
meet with every favour from the Critic, whoſe 
indulgence he bluſhes not to requeſt, being but 
too ſenſible that its faults will be many. But 
what he is much more materially concern'd for, 
is, leſt any one ſhould imagine that he is a de- 
fender of the paſſion of Revenge. Should an 
idea of this kind be formed in the peruſal, he 
ſolemnly aſſures the reader, there is no one who 
Holds it in greater abhorrence than he does. 
However greatly he may err as a Poet, he 
can yet ſue and hope for pardon at the bench 
of candid and liberal Criticiſm ; but to pub- 
liſh the errors of his heart, to gloſs them to 
the utmoſt of his abilities, and then to plead 
forgiveneſs, is an inſult of ſo black a die, that 
he truſts he can never be 3 of 3 it to 
Humanity. wy | 
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PR E F' A M : 


With regard to the preſent diſputes reſpect- 
ing the Slave-Trade, not having the leaſt con- 


cern in it, he cannot ſo far forget the facred 


precept of Charity as to approve of it; nor 


does he think himſelf authoriſed to condemn 
thoſe who are concerned in it; as they have 


long cuſtom to plead in their excuſe. With 


the ſilent admonitions of their conſciences may 
its legality or illegality reſt! Tho? *tis a ſpecies 


of traffic. not entirely unknown to him. At 


an early period of his life, he was, through ne- 


cellity, and not through inclination, forced to 
go to ſea for bread, and being totally ignorant 
of the world, unhappily, through perſuaſions, 


failed to the Coaſt of Africa, where he lay five 


months, and from thence went to Jamaica; in 


which voyage he was an eye-witneſs of ſcenes. 
that would have ſhocked even ary _, 


and made the ſterneſt ſtoic weep. 


But 


vu. PREF ACE. 


But may the veil be undrawn! and may in- 
dulgence either cover the faults in the follow- 
Ing pages, or touch them with a com paſſionate 
hand! The author deprecates the ſeverity of 
condemnation, and leaves his performance to 
the lenity of a Jury of Engliſb Critics. Should 
they, reluctantly forced by the duty they owe to 
the public and themſelves, bring in their verdict 
againſt a culprit-author, he reſts aſſured they ; 

will, at leaſt, temper it with their uſual mercy, 
as he arrogates to himſelf little or no merit in 
the execution of the Ons if 1 it be en that 
title. 
He 3 every aw will be made for 
the 'errors of the preſs, as he was upwards of 
| thinty miles from it, and had not an oppor- 
tunity of reviſing the corrected peu 110 
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L the year 165 5 the Iſland of Jamaica, at that time 
in the poſſeſſion of the Spaniards, was attacked and taken 
by Admirals PENN and VENABLES, and Colonel D'OllRv. 
Among the number of ſlaves who joined the Engliſh, one 

was particularly diſtinguiſhed, who is here called Auwoona. 
Some time before the invaſion of the ifland his maſter had 
forced his wife from him, of whom the unhappy African 
was diftraftedly doating: He had frequently, in the 
| firongeft and moſt pathetic manner, entreated his maſter 
to reſtore her to him, but in vain. On the arrival of the 
Engliſh he found an opportunity of ſeeing her; and after 
he had aſſured her that ſhe was as dear to him as ever, he 
told her it was not poſſible for him to take her to his arms, 
but that he would aſſert the rights of a huſband, and free 
her from her miſery ; upon which he immediately plunged 
a dagger into her breaſt. He then fled to the Engliſh, 
met his maſter in the field of battle, and flew him. — 


| Y Hiſtory informs us that he was declared free, and that he 


Jied in 1718, having ever bewailed his misfortunes in 


gloomy ſolitude, 
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WRONGS os ALMOONA, 
AFRICAN'S REVENGE. 


A FIDE in the bay the white-cloth'd veſſels ſpread, 
And in proud triumph o'er its boſom ſhed 
Their eaſtern ſhades. The Engliſh colours flew— 
Each ſoldier ready, and elate each crew 
Impatient waited for brave Pæxx's command, 
To man the boats, and on the Ifle to land. 
The tow'ring maſts the diſtant hills beheld, 
Where SLav'sy groan'd in ev'ry ſloping field: 
Where the proud Spaniard exercis'd the goad, 
And rul'd the wretched with an iron rod : | 
Where the poor African, from friendſhip torn, 
The rage of cruelty too long had borne; 
Too long beneath its daily ſcourge had bled, | 
With labour haraſs'd,, and with hunger fed; 
B | | But 
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But now a change of fate approaches faſt, 

And the worn Slave ſhall be reveng' d at laſt. 
Pale, trembling Terror now the Iſle aſſails, 

Borne on the pinions of the Engliſh fails : f 


Her looks terrific ſtrike a panic dread, 
And ev'ry horror from her boſom's ſpread : 
She leaves the ſhips, ſwiftly ſhe cuts the air, 
And thro' the Iſle her flight conveys deſpair. 
Exhaling wide her peſtilential breath 
She ſounds the trumpet of approaching death. 
From fort to fort, from place to place ſhe flies, 
And echo multiplies her dreadful cries. | 

_ Meantime the Chiefs, of nobler mould, convene, 
And ftrive to change the wild, diſorder d ſcene. 
Firm to their truſt, to arms their orders beat, 
And Soldiers line the entrance of each ſtreet. 1 
New batt'ries, quick, they raiſe along the ſhore, 


From whence, in vain, tremendous guns ſhall roar. 
Impetuous as the tide each choſen band, 

Thro' ſhow'rs of balls, ſhall ſeize the wiſh'd-for ſtrand, 
This night's allow'd each method to deviſe is | 
That may, ere Sol again illumes the ſkies, 1 | 

CER | * 
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Bid a defiance to the ſkill-of war, 

The guided Soldier, and th' impetuous Tar : 
Both ſons of Britain, eager for the fight, 
And, with reluctance, yielding to the night. 


Prepare ye then, your tortur' d Slaves compel, 
To ſhare your danger, and their vict'ry ſwell. 
Reſt a few hours, if ſleep can cloſe your eyes 
To-morrow many a Spaniſh Hero dies. 

And now the Sun had dipp'd his biſſing we - 
Far on th' horizon of the weſtern ſeas. 
Now, from their daily toils, with aching limbs, 
The Slaves retir'd and gave their ev'ning hymns | 
To their avenging Gods. Among the reſt 
Two wretched friends, who knew each other's breaſt, 
Who knew the danger's of th' impending war, 
And heard, in ſilence, tumults from afar, 
Met, by agreement, in a lonely place, 
To quit their bondage and to fly diſgrace. 
The clouds hung heavy on the dark'ning ſkies, 
And ſcreen'd their meeting from their tyrant's eyes. 
With fond embraces each receiv'd his friend ; 
When thus Almoona ſtrove his thoughts t' unbend. 

e Welcome 
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e Welcome my Zemka, welcome to my arms — 
«© Welcome. as once were my Teeaina 's charms. 

ce Does not thy ſoul, with noble ardour, beat 

Jo ſee the ſtreamers of yon hoſtile fleet? 

“ Our tyrants now ſhall tyrannize no more, 

And vainly ſhall they our ftrong aid implore. 
“Ves May th' avenging Gods that wretch purſue, 
« Whoſe grov'ling ſoul ſhall fight among their crew! 
<« Ves -periſh he! whoſe hand ſhall ſtrike one blow, | 
e Or ſtrive to ſtop the progreſs of the foe! 

c But ſurely none, from Afric” s burning ſoil, 

“ Prefers a life of cruelty and toil | 
“To the bold hardy dangers of the field, 

«© Where death or conqueſt ſhall emboſs his ſhield ? 
No let me not ſuſpect my fellow Slaves 

«© The man, who bravely falls, his honor faves. 
The deadlieſt wound gives but a moment's pain, 
And, when tis paſt, he will no more complain. 

« Of what he daily feels let him but think, 

And from the toils of war not one will ſhrink. 

«© Were it not better, nobly, like a man, e * 
Than Negage, to tyranny, and meanly figh ? 


cc Were 
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« Were it not better every ſtorm to brave, 
Than be the wretched thing we are——a SLAVE? 
ec What ſays my Zemka ? ſpeak thy very ſoul, 
«© That cannot brook thy maſter's vile control? 
Shall we to work? But have we ought to chuſe? 
« No twould be worſe than death the hour to loſe. 
Almoona ceas'd : and Zemka thus reply d. EP. 
« Ah! didft thou know how boils th' avenging tide © 
«© In ev'ry vein, thou wouldft not Zemla afk,- 2 * 
« At what fix d hour we muſt begin the taſk. 
This moment let our brothers be conven d,; {1 
« Who long, like us, of mis'ry have complain d, 
« Who long have felt whatever cruel pride 
« Has dar'd t inflict, of every feeling void. 
« And what unbloody means has it forgot ? 
e The leaſt of which the faireſt page would blot, | | 
« That holds to view our wretched, flaviſh days, | . | 
« Baſely bereft of ev ry glimpſe of eaſe. 1 
« And ſhall we ſtill to this vile drudg' ry bend, OR 1 
« Still to the laſh our ſhoulders give, my friend pe | Ts | 1 | 
No Freedom now th* horiſon ſkirts with rays, | 2 | 


That only wait our call to riſe and blaze. _ x | 
Then, 


K 


«© Then, let us boldly bid its ſun to ſhine, , © 
ce And in this gloom of toil no longer pine. 

ce Let the wild torch of diſcord flame around, 
& And ſcatter horror o'er this hated ground! 

< Let the deteſted Conch, that grates our ears, 
c Fill our inhuman tyrants ſouls with fears! 
Let us divide, take each a different way 
Our Gods have call d, and ſhall we diſobey? 
0 No- Let our ſouls, in one ſtrong league combin'd, 
«© Break from our bonds, and be no more confin'd ! 
Let all be rous'd, and let this very hour 


ce Convince theſe villains we deſpiſe their pow'r. 
Let us aloud —— 


Ah ſtop,” . cry'd, 
“Let not our ſchemes by mortals be deſcry d; 
« Let us, for once, with filent, ſtealthy pace, 
* Creep to the huts, where pines our wretched race. 
© Let us inform them, if they do not know, 
«© That now's the time to' ſtrike a glorious blow; 
ec When our deteſted maſters, ſtruck with fear, 
e See the grim giant-danger, ſtalking near, 


et Let's 


Moo | 


« Let's bid them to beware their flatt'ring 'temgren; | 


« And feel their wounds, and their inhuman wrongs, 
When, to repulſe the warriors of yon fleet, 
«© They'll meanly ſtoop aſſiſtance to entreat. 
But he, who'll lick his Driver's bloody hand 
« Liſt not the daſtard in our noble band. 
< Let juſt revenge o'er ev'ry heart preſide.” - 

<« Yes, that ſhall marſhall us firm Zemla cry d, 
And lead us quickly, to yon whiten'd beach, 
“Beyond the luſt of cruelty to reach. 
There, when the reeking weapon's point we turn 
« Apainſt.our barb' rous lords, ſhall we not burn 
« Strong and impetuous as the noon-tide rays, 
« And in the midſt of ſlaughter nobly blaze? 
« Yes, yes, my friend, yon foreign hoſt ſhall own 
{© That we're repay'd for ev'ry filent groan, 
„Then arm, ye Africans, without delay; 
% Revenge, revenge now lights the noble way ! 
And, if, ye Gods! ye will vouchſafe to hear A 
<< The long-tormented, injur'd Zemka's pray r, | | 
« Give me my tyrant, hand to hand, to meet! © © 4. ff 
<« Give me to lay him proftrate at my feet | 

5 „Grant 


3 
4 dus me but this I aſk no other boon— | 
« Call when ye will, ye cannot call to ſoon | 


« Come, my Almoona, let our fouls be tryd'_ 
« In ſome few moments mine, Almoona cry d, 
ce Shall ſhew ſuch rooted. fortitude, as ne'er 


cc Shed Joarer blood, or kiſs'd a ſweeter tear. 


« Ahl Zemba, madneſs almoſt fires my brain 


cc But tis no time to meditate on pain, 5 
« No; be my thoughts on other objects hung, 
ce My ſoul is warm'd, and every nerve is ſtrung. 


«© Thou talk'ſt of vengeance, yet thou doſt not feel 
«© Thoſe injuries, that this rack'd boſom ſteel. 
«© Thou know'ft not half ſo much, as wretched I— 


„From thee no wife is torn, that once did lie 


“Within thy arms, unſpotted as a child, 


© Beauteous in form, engaging, tender, mild. 


«© Thou know'ſt her well, and well thou knoweſt where 
My dear Tyeaina ſheds the ſcorching tear. 
% From me did our curs'd ruler force this wife— 


cc And, by our Gods, he pays me with his life. 


And yet not he alone | 


Oh! 


* 
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«Oh! my dear Zemha, IT have plann'd a deed, 

« At which e' en tyranny itſelf might bleed 

But I'm reſolv'd—my honor is too dear 

« Tho' ſweet the kiſs, in vain ſhall drop the tear.” 
Almoona here, with agony oppreſs'd, 

Lean'd, for a moment, on his Zemka's breaft. 

But, rouſing ev'ry purport of his mind, 

He thus explain'd the plan he had defign'd. 
«© Zemka, my. friend, oh] pray thee, aſk not why 
In this great hour A/moona's heard to ſigh ; 

Ohl aſk me not, why thus my ſoul can Koop 

« Beneath its heavy injuries to droop : 

« Thou know ſt it brought its vigour from a ſoil, 

«© Were none of mine were e' er diſgrac'd with toll : 

© Thou know'ſt 'tis proud, impatient of reſtraints, 

*« And yields not, long, to womaniſh complaints. 

vet ſtill (tho thou this weakneſs may ſt * 

« I can't forget the tenderneſs of love. 

Thou hear' ſt me, as thou ought'ſt to hear, complain 

« And treateſt me, I fear, with ſome diſdain. 

« But could'ſt thou read Almoona's tortur'd heart — 

And yet enough-my Zemka, let us part. 
C «© When 
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C When this dread taſk is o'er, e en thou ſhalt own, 


© Whate'er an injur'd man could do, I've done. 


Ves, vengeance, come, lend thy terrific aid, 
And be my ſpoiler an example made, 
To teach theſe. Wairzs, who wallow in their gold, 


« And in contempt their fellow-creatures hold, 

Not to deſpiſe thoſe laws, that nature gave, 
Nor trample, without mercy, on the SLave. 

« Oh! ſteel my arm, and doubly ſteel. my heart. 
' ve much to do- from much I have to part. 

© Come, freedom, come, and bring thy ſmiling train 


6e Of ſweeteſt joys, that feel no ſtripes or pain. 
« Let me, if I can ſerve -my injur'd friends, 

4 _- thy devoted victim nobly ends 

© The life of man, if his laſt ſtream of blood 
« Flows, freely, for an univerſal good. 


6 Come, dangers, come, ye cannot me affright : 


« Be ye as horrid as the ſhriek of night, 
8 © Almoona's courage will not ſhun your fight. 
Y Lead me thro' ev'ry arduous path you chuſe, 
5 6 fear no wounds, no perils I refuſe : 
| 1 | Place 


E | 


ee Place me among the embattled croud of foes, 
e hold a heart, that no deſpondence knows. 
bn «N ow, Zemka, let us part, thou'lt take the eaſt, 
And I, with diligence will range the weſt. 
Bid each brave African the moment ſeize, 
If he would wiſh his guardian Gods to pleaſe: 
<«« Bid him to quit this vile, diſgraceful ſtate, 
And ſeek that freedom, which muſt now await 
«© The man of ſpirit, whoſe high ſoul diſdains 
' & To bear the gall of vile, ignoble chains. 
<« Farewell _To-morrow with our friends we'll meet, 
And join the forces of yon welcome fleet. 
O Or, ſhould the Gods ordain that thus we part, 
“Come, let me ſtrain thee to my beating heart. 
« If we ſurvive, a future day ſhall tell 
* What feats we did once more, my friend, farewell.” 
This ſaid, they part, with brighteſt hopes elate, 
While, tott'ring, hangs the balance of their fate. 
The ſcale of injuries, revenge would fink, 
But pity holds, awhile, the trembling link. 
Now from the ſhore is heard a buzzing din, 


Where war's deſtructive ravages begin, 
Now 
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Now hoſtile guns the muſt' ring troops annoy, 


2 


And fire repeated vollies to deſtroy 
Erecting ramparts. Now, the ſhips to burn, 
In curving lines, the Spaniards, in return, 
The dreadful bomb and carcaſs quickly throw, 
Whoſe fatal bowels in the æther glow. 
In ev'ry quarter meſſengers arrive, 
Commanding all immediate help to give. 
Wide ſpread the ſummons but they ſpread in an, 
For Zemka flies to ſeek the ſons of pain. | 
He finds them ready to obey his call, 

To conquer nobly, or like men to fall. 
| From hut to hut the wiſh of battle s ſpread ; 
Impatience ſtarts from off it's weary d bed; 
Extatic hopes of freedom ſmile around, 
And all, in filence, quit the hated ground. 
With nature's arms they march, in cloſe array, 
And only wiſh for the return of day. 

Meanwhile Almoona big with lab'ring thought, 
Which i in his breaſt a: various conflict wrought, 
Flew towards the ook where his Teeaina dwelt, 


And the ſtrong war of love ahd madneſs felt. 


Yet, 
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Yet, tho' his feelings almoſt ſunk with woes, 
His loftier ſoul was darted on his foes. 
For his poor Fellow-Slaves he deeply felt, 
On whom too many cruelties were dealt. 
For them as much as for himſelf, he bled, 
And calmly viſited each hurdled ſhed. | 
Their hearts he rous'd from ſlumber and repoſe, 
To thunder vengeance on their hated foes. 
In crowds they follow his perſuading voice, 
And all, unanimouſly, make one choice. 
Near to the fatal place arriv'd, at length, 
He works his boſom to its fulleſt ſtrength, 
But conſcious of the race, from whence he ſprang, 
He ſtops his followers with this harangue. 
© The wiſh'd-for time, my Fellow-Slaves, is here, | 
* When we no longer need our tyrants fear ; 
% By whoſe commands our wounded backs, no more, 
e Shall be diſtain'd with painful, feſt ring gore 
© When to the drudging hoe, at peep of day, 


„We ſhall no more with whips be driv'n away. | 
« Yes, that bleſs'd hour, at laſt, our Gods beſtow, 

« Which frees us from the keen, inhuman blow. — 
| «© Nay | "4 


| Spread it's large ſheet, and Fugy cry'd aloud, 
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ce Nay to our pow'r our tort'rers too they give, 
© And not one moment longer would they live, 
c Were our revenge by meaner ways purſu'd. 


But heav'n forbid our hands ſhould be imbru'd, 


In blood, thus vilely, at this hour of night, 
„When nobler means await us in the fight! 

e, let me hope my friends theſe Whites will ſpare, 
“Till in the dangers of the field we ſhare. 

&« There be ye arm'd with vengeance and with might; 
“ Your deeds will ſhine, with luſtre, in the light. 

ce There ſhall our proweſs, in this noble cauſe, 
Meet with the gen'rous Briton's loud applauſe. 

« But halt a moment My Teeaing s here, 


el wiſh to give her one poor, parting tear. 
© T'll not be long, believe me, honeſt friends — 


«With patience wait—for ſoon your trouble ends, 
e While mine—but this delay it cannot brook.” 
This faid, with love and horror in his look, ba 
With madd'ning ſwiftneſs from his friends he flew, 
And from his breaſt the fatal dagger drew. 

Now o'er Alpbonſo's houſe a heavy cloud 


ce This 


1 

* This night, thou cruel raviſher, this night, 
Shall horror freeze thee with her bloody fight. 
6 fee her hov'ring with her ghaſtly train 

Of black deſpair, of ſhrieks, —of deathly pain. 
© Deaf to thy voice, ſhe will not hear thy cries, 


From thee, this * each lawleſs pleaſure flies. 
Swift be ye gone, your * blandiſhments forbear, 
As bubles break, and vaniſh into air. 

* My turn is come, this hour to me belongs, 
And I am armed with A/moona's wrongs. 

« Ah! hear'ſt thou not the ſwelling cry of war, 

e Borne on the winds, and raging from afar ? 

% Rouſe thee, Alphonſo, from thy lull'd repoſe 

« For lo! where comes: the. keeneſt of thy foes. 
See where he ſtops he wipes his ſorrow'd face, 
Where tears of pity trickle down apace. 

% But fee with ſupplicating hands he kneels, 
And to the Gods he gives the pangs he feels. 

« And hark! he ſpeaks, tumultuous paſſions preſs, 
« And their big agonies his ſoul diſtreſs. 

Le Gods, who long my injuries have known, 
60 Who ve long beheld my tears, long heard my groans, 
« Oh! 
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Oh! help me in this dreadful hour, I pray, 

«© Whilſt one foul blot from hence is waſh'd away. 
«© Oh! nerve my arm my ſoul with firmneſs ſteel !_ 
And pity, if ye can, the throbs I feel. 

© Oh! dear Teeaina, what muſt thou endure ? 

te But for our wrongs there is no other cure. 

« And can it be? can I reſolve to ſhed | 
«© The blood, that warms the partner of my bed? 
What do I ſay, oh! Gods my partner——no : 
© This breaſt her lov'd embrace can never know. 

© What? take her from the curs'd Alphonſo's arms, 
«© Who long has rioted in all her charms ? 


„No; be 1, then, the vileſt wretch that crawls, 


And drag, deſpis'd, the chain that heavieſt galls! 
« My Gods, I thank you: I'm myſelf, once more—— 
« A few, black moments——and the deed is o'er. 

« And fee, by yonder light, my wife appears, 

«© The wanton ſmiles, ſhe drops no pleading tears 
Ahl ceaſe thoſe curſed ſmiles thy huſband's right 
« Shall, from thy ſpoiler, be reclaim'd this night. 
Vet ſmile, and to his bed for refuge fly, 
There deprecate my blow, in vain——and die. 


« Now 
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«© Now horror come, and vengeance, and deſpair ; 
Ve ſlaves of night, that hover in the air 
© That burſting from your black abodes in Hell, 
The liſt of human mis'ries daily ſwell ; 
“That the vile gripe of avarice repay, 
“And ſeize the villain's heart at cloſe of day ; 
« Or on the raviſher, at midnight ſteal 
Come point my dagger with your deadlieſt fteel'! | / 
« I feel your pow'r through ev'ry vein tis fpread— 
« Its thick ftorm gathers o'er Alpbonſos head: 
<« Soon ſhall it's fury burſt his ſoul t' appal, 
« And your own victim ſhall the 1 nad 
Now riding, to the portal fwift he tes, | 
And ev ry dread impediment defies. Gerti 

But hark | within what wild confuſion” pm OT 2 
A meſſenger's arriv'd to call for aid 12t} 9. 
The loud Conch blows ah ceaſe your breath, 
Tis but the ſolemn, awful knell of death. 
Call not your Slaves, from tyranny they're fled : 
Not one remains to curſe his hated ſhed : 3 9 
Not one to hear your momentary praiſe— 
Your flatt'ry cannot on their boſoms ſeize. 
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Had ye been kind, and. treated them as men, 
Your kindneſs they would now have paid again; 
But groaning as they are beneath the laſh, 

And deeply ſmarting from the barb'rous. gaſh, 
Their mouths they open, free from all-reſtraint, 
Call to the heart, and your vile uſage paint 

In routing accents, manly, firm and bold, 

And bid each African the hour behold, 
Which, at the worſt, if but one moment free, 
May grant each ſon to fall in liberty. 

Then recolle& thyſelf, | Alphonſo, now, 

Tho' terror hang; upon thy pallid brow, s 

Tho' on thy call no mangled. Slaves attend, 

And in this crifis be thyſelf thy friend. 8 
From this deſerted place, with quicknek, . 
Repent thy crimes go Join thy friends and die. 
But ah! behold one wretched man thou lt made, 
In this, tho* uſeful, yet too cruel trade. | 
See where he ruſhes on, with fiery - 
And darts along; as; meteors through the ſky. 
Nought ſtops his paſſage, but with dread amaze | 
All 18 him way, and on bim, trembling Sers. 


bell | Quick 
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Quick to the room, where his loſt wife he ſaw, 
Almoona flies and yet forbears to draw 

The hidden poniard, leſt officious tongues 
Might haſte t alarm the author of his wrongs. 
He finds the object of his love and hate, 

Not in the ſmiles of a contented ſtate, 

As his falſe hopes had fancy'd her to be, 

But in the utmoſt depth of miſery. 

Her penſive head upon her hand reclin'd, 

And choking ſighs expreſs'd her tortur'd mind. 
The tears, that for Almoona ſhe had ſhed, 5 
In flow, large pearls adown her cheeks had fled, 
And, as her gaudy cloths they had bedew'd, 
For help and pity to her Gods had ſu'd. | 

His haſty ſteps, his panting breath ſhe hears, 
And, with aſtoniſhment, her head ſhe rears. 

She ſees her love, ſhe trembles with ſurpriſe, 
And ſwift, with rapture, to his boſom flies: 


Around his neck her eager arms ſhe throws, 


And the full ſwell of ecſtaſy ſhe knows. 


* F 


DIGRESSION. 


E 
DIGRESSION. 


Here let me break the narrative, awhile, 
And give Teeaina one heart-flowing ſmile ; 
Or, rather, give them both the guſhing tear, 


That drops, with pity, from a heart ſincere. 
| Unhappy pair! what bleſſings have ye felt! 


Bleſſings as great as e er to man were dealt. 
This tale is not fictitious, 'tis well known; 
Th' unhappy parties long ſince dead and gone. 
Then, if thy heart can fell another's woe, 

To their poor mem'ry give one tear to flow. 


The purſe-proud Chriſtian, whom no feelings grace, 
May ſcorn, perhaps, the black, enſlaved race; 


But know, that Bzine, which has plac'd thee here, 
With equal goodneſs ſmiles o'er ev'ry ſphere, 

And makes no diff rence in the tints of blood _ 
(For man is man)——lt's fav'rites are the gogd. 
And, as it's kindneſs o'er the whole extends, 

The eaſy African it's care befriends. 

On him, as well as thee, th' Aruicary pours 


The ſtores of plenty; on him kindly ſhow'rs 


Refreſhing 1 


* 


Refreſhing rains, and boundleſs gifts beſtows. 
In ev'ry wood the ſelf-nurs d Cocoa grows, 
The luſcious Pine, the Palm, the Pepper- Tree 


Not one of which was e' er beſtow'd on thee, 


With nature's gifts content, he aſks no more, 
Nor idly rambles to a foreign ſhore. 

But thy deſires, within no bounds confin'd, 
Seek ev'ry climate, court each trading- wind: 
No quarter is neglected, none unknown. 
While happier he each dainty finds at home. 
Nay more, thou wretch (forgive th inſulting phraſe) 
He can, as well as thou, th' Aumicary praiſe. 'S 
Pure if their hearts but be, when they adore 

The new-form'd moon—The ſun's reſiſtleſs power. 
The roaring tempeſt The refreſhing breeze—— 

Each untaught African a Goputad ſees: | 

And to ſome BEING, great and unconfin'd, 

He gives the off rings of his humble mind. 

Doſt thou, inſtructed, the ſame path purſue ? 
CurIsTIAan, beware; thy virtues are but few: 

And, if thou dar'ſt Alphonſo's crime excuſe, 

I, from my ſoul, but with ſome ſtronger muſe 


Might 


y 
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Might in true colours paint that grov ling heart, 


That from true honor, for vile gold, can part. 


Excuſe theſe lines, the tale we'll now purſue, 


And bring the wretched pair again to view. | 


CONTINUATION or THE NARRATIVE. 


O''ercome with joy with various thoughts oppreſs'd 
She hangs, awhile upon her huſband's breaſt, 

Then preſſes him to meet her kiſs, to bend, 

And hold, within his arms, his deareſt friend. 

But poor Almoona, big with his deſign, 

Does not, as uſual, on her neck recline ; 

Does not, as uſual, claſp her to his breaſt ; 

Whilſt all he feels in tremblings is confeſs'd. 

Her firſt, great tranſports o'er, her eyes ſhe lifts, 

And their keen, eager gaze ſhe wiſtly ſhifts, 


From him to draw the ſweet return of love 


But all her fond careſſes fruitleſs prove. 
She clings {till faſter, faſter flow her tears. 


And yet her rapture is not hurt with fears. 


She 
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She thinks her huſband's ſoul, with joy o ercome, 
Diſtracted wanders from it's beating home. | 
Each ſenſe ſhe ſtrives to reaſon to recall, 
While fondly in her arms ſhe holds her all. 
Ah! tis in vain—he makes her no return, 
But rather ſtruggles from his breaſt to ſpurn 
The artleſs energy of weeping love, 
Whoſe ſobbing tears a weaker man might move. 
Amid this conflict, ſweet Teeaina's voice 
With broken ſighs addreſs'd her boſom's choice. 
And thus ſhe ſpake. | | 
« My dear Almoona, ſay, 
« Why from me, trembling, doſt thou turn away?) 
«© Why doſt thou not within thy arms enfold 
« A heart, as warm as that which now I hold ? 
<< Theſe three long moons, torn from thy cheering fight, 
« In ſighs I've paſs'd each melancholy night; 
66 Each moment I have curs'd' that cruel pow'r, 
That forc'd me from thee, in that dreadful hour, 
„When, fainting with deſpair, thy wretched wife 
Gave up all future happineſs in life. 


cc By 
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ce By watchful eyes ſtill guarded cloſely here, 
. never had one ſight of thee, my dear, 

Till this bleſs'd moment unexpected brought 
2 My lov'd Almoona; thee, to whom each thought, 
< Save dire revenge, thy wife has givn 
« Whoſe cries have, ſurely, reach'd the gates of Heav'n. 
<< Then, pray thee, ſpeak—oh ! eaſe my trembling heart, 
Perhaps again, this moment, we muſt part 
* Why doſt thou heave the deep, tumultuous ſigh? 
Why doſt thou ſtand in ſpeechleſs agony ? 
«© Oh! ſpeak, my dear Almoona, cheer my ſoul, 
Nor let thy tears in filent terror roll. 
«© Whenee is this meeting, ſay—how cam'ft thou here? 
60 Thy poor Teenina ſurely ſtill is dear? | 
e Doſt thou not love me—Oh ! Almoona ſpeak — 
« For if thou doſt not this fond heart muſt break.” 

Not love thee” with impatience he reply'd, 
As all her beauties he with tranſport ey'd. 
% Not love thee? ——ab| my foul, no longer mine, 
Thou knowf too well, was rivetted to thine : 
« Thou know'ſt too well, my fandneſs warmer grew, 
The more thy lovely heart thy huſband knew: 
A h « Thou + 
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c Thou know'ſt Teaaiua, that, of thee poſſeſs d, 
« Een ſlav ry vaniſh'd from my haughty brealt ; 
_ < Its cruel ſtripes with patient miles I bore, 
© Thy love could heal them when their rage was O er: 
© Thou know'ft each painful toil I ſoon forgot, 
When eve recall 'd us to our lonely cot; 
© That wretchedneſs itſelf, when bleſs d with thee, 
« Was ſtripp'd of every garb of miſery. | 
« Yes, by our Gods, this ſalemn truth I fweer, 
«© No huſband ever held a wife more dear. 
«© Long, ere our tyrant gave us leave t' unite, 
I ne'er was happy when debarrid thy fight; 
« ur love, ſmee then, increas d with ev'ry day, 
{© Till from my boſom thou ert torn away. 
% Repay'd be he, who by th' atrocious deed 
© Has doom'd ifuch excellence, ye Gods] to bled! 
Few be the bleſſings of his narrowing life, 
«© Who from theſe vengeful arms, e er farc:d my wife!“ 
Ves, may our Gods, Tegama«yquick replies, 
« Who hear the broken-hearted veretehes ſighas, 
« Show'r tenfold !horrors-on this. hated head, 
© Who dragg'd me from my lo Almeons's bed. 
E Oh! 
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« Oh! grant a woman's juſt avenging pray'r''—— 


c In which,” Almoona cries, © I too much ſhare. 
© And may I be the inſtrument they chuſe ! 
| Not one deep, deſtin'd torment ſhall he loſe. 
| | - REY ce But hear Teeaina—We've a charming boy, 


«© Thy ſweet reſemblance and his father's joy; 
“Him, if my life's prolong' d, I vow to rear 
| « With all his mother's tenderneſs and care, 
Þ | a And give him that fond love I've had for thee, 
| | „ Whoſe ſmiles, once ſweet, I can no longer ſee. 
«© No, loſt Teeaina, now no more my wife, 
«© This dagger ends thy miſerable life : 
For tho' thou may'ſt in ev'ry wiſh be pure, 
« My infamy I will no more endure.” 
This faid, forth from its lurking place he drew 
And bar'd the dreadful weapon to her view, 
She ſhrieks, and fainting falls into his arms. 
His dagger drops he gazes on her charms, 
The melting ſcene, with pity, he beholds, 
And to his boſom the dear wretch he holds. 
Her lips he kiſſes with heart-rending ſighs, 
And thus aloud diſtractedly he cries, 
« Oh! 
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« Oh! my Teeaina, paſſion's hapleſs ſlave, 
Are there, my love, no means but theſe to ſave 
Our honour, by a white-fac'd villain ſtain'd ; 
« Of whom I've ſu'd, to whom I have complain'd, 
«© Whoſe juſtice long a huſband has implor'd 
© To have his wedded wife to him reſtor'd. 
% Alphonſo, can'ſt thou hear my thund'ring voice? 
Come, ſpur me on to this my bloody choice, — 
« Come, throw thy arms around this graceful form, 
« And add new fury to th' afluaging ſtorm 
c Rouſe me from love—increaſe the whirlwind's rage, 
« And teach me bravely with my thoughts t' engage. 
« Oh! beauteous woman! what ſweet looks repreſs 
« My purpoſe Can I, whilſt I thus careſs 
« My ſoul's delight, my dear, my greateſt joy, 
«© Whoſe fondneſs never did my tranſports cloy. 
« Oh! can I ſee this once lov'd boſom bleed 
« And yet -I muſt and will perform the deed. 
« What, from pollution tamely take her back ? 
« No—may I firſt endure the tort'ring rack, 
«© The glut of malice, and the rage of Hell, 
«© Which with our tyrant conquerors will dwell! 
; « And 
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And yet—and yet, Treaina-how I weep— 
* Oh! might'ſ thou thus forever ſweetly ſleep ! 
« But ſee ſhe ſtirs her faſcinating face 
<« Almoſt perſuades me to ſupport diſgrace 
c« But rouſe, Almond, brave the charms of love— 
« For all thy fathers ghoſts the deed approve. 
“Come, vile 4/þhvnfo, drag her to thy bed, 
And there her blood I can with firmneſs ſhed. 
« What, hoal Alphonſo; come, Almoona's here, 
« And by thy preſence ſtrike thy Slave with fear. 
« | thank my Gods; I thank my better fate! 
« Thy frowns 1 ſcorn, and I deſpiſe thy hate 
© But from my rage, come, ſcreen my injur'd wiſe 
<« I then can de the deed that ends her life. 
As thus 'he ſuid, the tyrant reach d the room, 
As if abetting her devoted dom. 
Within her huſband's arms the wife he fees; 
And rage and pride on all his paſſions feize. 
«© What Jo:ſt thou here, vile Slave,” the fpoiler faid, 
« And who's thewretch'that has his truſt berray'd? 
&« Quick fly thee hence, that Slave thou nowiſt is mine. 
Villain tis ſalſa, her hæart v never thine,” 
„ Almoona 
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Almoona eried, with loud, terrific roar, 

Nor ſhall ſhe ever ſwell thy vices more. 

<« Doft thou, unmoy'd, this dagger's point behold ? 

e would not barter it for all thy gold. 

The cry of dreadful war is heard around, 

And to its centre ſhakes this curſed ground: 

Thy Slaves have, to @ man, deſerted here, 

And I ſhall lead them, in their brave career. 

No longer fetter d, I deſpiſe thy ſoul 

© That baſely lorded us without controul. 

I call thee to the field I'll meet thee there 

„ And may he fall, who meanly yields to fear | 

<* Thou'ſt wrong d me much; but here my inj'ries ceaſe, 

And ſhe muſt fall, whoſe charms have chanc'd to pleaſe. 

My dear 'Teeging—wny laſt wite—farewell— 

« And with ur ſpoiler may all horrgrs dwell!” 

This ſaid, from her ſupport his arm he drew, 

And aim'd his dagger, while ſhe ſhrieking flew 

For refuge to her tyrant's Joath:d embrace. | 

_ «Tis as I wiſh,” he cry d, “ here ends diſgrace. 

« Alphonſo ſave thee! no, thou ſore reſs, no, 

% Without a ſigh, Almoona ſtrikes the blow.” 
| He 
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He faid, and quick the deathly wound he gave, 
And cry d“ Now, vile Alphonſo, ſtrive to ſave 
“That much-lov'd woman from approaching death, 
ce But ſee, ſhe draws her laſt, her parting breath. 

« Oh! let me kiſs thee, now once more my own 
<« I ſpurn our tyrant's poor, and ſhrinking frown. 

«© My dear Teeaina /——oh! be firm my heart | 

© Thy precious blood !——ah! is it thus we part! 

«© And yet tis meet. Why doſt thou droop with fear, 
«© Thou wrethed thing? There is no dagger near 
For ſuch a being, as the man I ſee, 

« To whom I've ſtoop'd to bend an huſband's knee. 
« No; my deftroyer, reſt ſecure, and know 

«© Almoona's ſoul diſdains ſo mean a blow. 

Touch not that corſe; for by our Gods I ſwear, 
« That if thou doſt, by piecemeal I will tear 

« Thy carcaſe, ſhould thy blood that field diſtain, 

« Where many of thy kindred will be ſlain. 

« But, if thou treateſt it with due reſpec, 

« The ſacred laws of war I'll not neglect: 

« We'll nobly meet, as warriors ought to meet 


« But may I lay thee proſtrate at my feet 
| cc My 
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« My wrongs, my injur d wife, thy cruel blows a 
cc Shall arm the keeneſt of thy mortal foes. 


gut 'tis enough My vengeance ſcorns delay, 


© Then give me room, nor ſtop me in my way. 

% Alphonſo,--tyrant——doſft thou hear my voice ? 

e See where lies dead, my youthful boſom's choice. 

<« Baſely thou tor'ſt her from my happy breaſt, 

“Her blood her ſtreams of blood will tell the reſt. 
* Oh! could I ſtoop to one uumanly deed, 

This moment would my vengeance make thee bleed. 
« What! doſt thou tremble at this dreadful fight ? 

4 Think'ſt thou thy ghoſt with her's ſhall take its flight? 
« Think'ſt thou her blood with thine ſhall intermix? 
No; tyrant, when thy boſom I transfix, 

e Some heavier weapon my revenge ſhall chuſe, 
© Which, with reſiſtleſs vigor, I will uſe, 

« And bid thy ſoul, in blackeſt horrors, go 

«© To ſeek the land of never ending woe. 

«© Nay more, tho from me ev ry bliſs thou'ſt torn, 
„The mean and ſkulking work of night I ſcorn ; 


For born a prince, tho doom d to be thy Slave, 


1 can't forego that pride that nature gave. 
. Remember 
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« Remember then, III meet thee in the field, 
«© Where juſt revenge {hall be my only ſhield,” 

He ceas'd, and from the horrid ſcene he fled, 
Where dread remorſe uprear d her ghaſtly head. 
Loud ſhriek d the black and ominous birds of night; 
Beneath dark clouds the moon had ſoreen'd her light, 
Or, for awhile 'emerging, faintly ſhone, | 
As liſt ning to the agonizing groan ': 
Then quick her pallid beams again withdrew, 
As oer the iſle the cry of vengeance flew. 

Almoona now had reach'd th impatient band, 
The bloody weapon reeking in his hand. 
With reſolution, mix d with ſtifled ſighs, 
« ] hope I've not detain'd you long, he cries, 
6 Tho' ev'ty ſtqp, that bars you in your way, 
* I know is irkfome, But ſwift comes the day, 
« When on us liberty, once more, ſhall ſhine, 
e When in theſe fields we ſhall no longer pine. 
e Why do you view this dagger? does its fight 
Imprint in any of your ſouls affright? 
Is there among you one who fears to bleed ? 
« Go to that houſe and there behold the deed 


« T've 
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« T've done. Am Ialarm'd? ſay, do I droop 7 
«© No, no. Almoona's heart ſhall never ſtoop 
To one, weak fear, till all is bravely o er, 
Then be, perhaps, himſelf, alas! no more. 
«« But let us loſe no time; the night runs on, 
« And much, my friends, ye know there's to be done. 
« Now let us wind along from ſhed to. ſhed, 
« And call the ſuff* rer from his wretched bed ; 
e Rouſe each ſlav d African to join yon hoſt, 
«© Whoſe welcome fleet is moor'd upon the coaſt. : | 
«© When that is done, my Zemka I will meet, 
„And from my ſoul the dauntleſs hero greet. 
6 Methinks I ſee the youth, methinks I hear 
« His ſweet, enchanting voice his followers cheer. 
« Oh! Zemka, Zemka, when the field we ſweep, 
And in our tyrants breaſts the keen ſword ſteep, 
How ſhall we, like ſuperior beings, range, 
And, where tis hot, the face of battle change 
<« But follow us—and that I'm ſure you will. 
« And your revenge will have its ampleſt fall. 
« But 'tis enough. Let each his friends convene, 


„And, ere 'tis day well meet on that broad plain, 
F « Which 
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«© Which near the interſecting roads extends, 
* Where late expir'd our poor—our murder'd friends, 


Their groans, ſtill heard, our freeborn arms ſhall raiſe, 


& And bid our fwords with ev'ry terror blaze.” 
This faid, to rouſe their countrymen they fly, 
Hope in each breaſt, and tranſport in each eye. 
| While thus the 4fricans are ranging wide, 


And inſurrections gain on ev'ry fide, 


Alphonſo, with wild looks, diſhevell'd hair, 
And trembling with the rage of wild deſpair, 
Bids the ſhrill Conch a loud alarm to blow, 
To call his Slaves, to march againſt the foe. 
Not one appears; again 'tis louder blown, 
But ſoon he learns that ev'ry Slave is gone. 
Diſtracted now he beats his tortur'd breaſt, 


Terror its gnawing and its only gueſt, 


Then, muſt ring up his few dependent friends, 
To other Planters for relief he ſends 
They join their numbers, and ſtraight take the way, 


That leads them ſafeſt to th important day : 
On which they'll ftrive, in vain, the iſle to ſave. 


Alas! they march to an unpity'd grave. 


No 
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No train of mourners o'er their aſhes bends : 


Their ſervants were their ſlaves, and not their friends. 
| Now the flow, lagging wings of night the dew 
Had gently ſoften'd, and ſhe quicker flew. 
Now twilight mounted with a rapid pace, 

And joyous broke on ev'ry anxious face ; 

Her faint, dim light Aurora but foreran, 
To indicate her ſwift approach to man. 
Twas at this glorious hour of riſing day, 
That Zemla and Almoona ſped their way, 

With ſome three hundred of their Fellow-Slaves, 
Whoſe vengeful vows had warm'd their brothers graves. 
Silent, thro' ſecret ways, they march along, | 
Revolving in their minds each crying wrong, 


Almoona, hand in hand, with Zemka went, 


With frequent graſps, as on their big intent 


Their thoughts might dwell. Often he piteous ſigh d, 
And gave his heart to her, who by him dy d. 
Zemla, tho' warm' d with ev ry bold deſign, 
Could not reſtrain his tears, his ſobs confine. 
Now to the Gods in filence he would pray 3 
Then to himſelf his tender d heart would ſay, 
| cc Why 
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Why do I ſigh? my fancy d griefs are gone, 
% When with Almoona's weigh'd, I find them none. 
ce Oh! grant, ye Gods! that, in the ebb of life, 
« He may not mourn his loſt, his injur'd wife | 
<« Oh! give him, give him ey'ry healing joy, 
And may he lire to bleſs his pratt' ling boy N | 
« Yes, my dear friend, he loudly then would cry, 
ce May ev'ry comfort reſt in thy ſweet boy” ! | | 
Almoona hears him, but makes no reply. 
His ſoul, tho' manly, on Teeaina hung; 
He ſaw her faint, he heard her re tongue: 
On all their former days of love he dwelt, 
And the full weight of miſery he felt. 
Now to the bay the band is drawing near, 

And glorious does the Britiſh flag appear, 
Soon as the ſtreaming colours they behold, 

| Almoona quits his Zemkga's friendly hold, 
And turning round, with dignity and grace, 
(While nobly glow'd each feature of his face) 
He bids his follow'rs halt, in troops divide ; ; 
And orders who the diff rent bands muſt guide. 


Thus 


[ 37 J 
Thus marſhall'd to his with, his friends he eyes, 
And pointing to the ſhips, thus boldly cries. 
My brave, my valiant friends, ye choſen few, 
« Who your firſt breath in happy freedom drew, 
«© Who tow'rds the goal of freedom now advance 
“With rapid ſtrides, I joy to ſee you glance 
<« Your eager looks on yon reſiſtleſs3fleet, 
© Whoſe brave commander {hall our proweſs greet. 
Firm be your courage, temperate, and cool, 
« As o'er your heads the mighty thunders roll, 
<«« Be not affrighted at th effects of war, | 
« But let retaliation be the ſtar | 
« To light you thro' the terrifying ſcene, 
« And, if you're wounded, ſcorn to think of pain. 
Reflect on all your toils, the laſh, the hoe, 
And ev'ry other thought you will forego. 
Is there among you one who has not felt 
cc The heavieſt injuries, that e'er were dealt 


« By man to man? Gods! how my ſoul recoils 


To look on all our weary'd, drudging toils! 
„How, at the ſound of man, feel I my blood 
% Run wild thro' ev'ry vein! Its furious flood 


« Shall 
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cc Shall roll impetuous on from foe to | foe, 

« Till my revenge is ſated with its blow. 

„% Are we not fellow-men, form d i in one mould, 

% Tho' we like beaſts have been expos d and ſold ? 

« Are they of nobler make? Their limbs more ſtrong? 

« And act they always right, we always wrong? | 

« Have they more ſenſes? are their paſſions leſs ? 

« Can they theit feelings more than we expreſs ? 
But tis chough—They've had their cruel day, 

© *Tis now out turn: I'll bravely lead the way, 

With you in ev'ry peril I will ſhare, 

And teach you to deſpiſe the ills of war. 

« Yes, on this day, before you here I ſwear, 

3 My foul thall never feel the breath of fear. 

Let the ſwikt, death- -wing'd bullets fly around ; 

Let me be cover d o'er with many a wound; 

vet, while this arm ch avenging ſword can wield, 

« ] never will deſert the dubious field, | 

Till our tormentors ſtain the bloody ſhore, 

And my deſtroyer be in life no more; 

« *Till the great ſhout of vic ry glad my ſoul, 
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e But yet, if there ſhould be amongſt us thoſe, 
« Who've never felt their kinder maſters blows, 
Let them deſert our cauſe; let them forbear 

0 Againſt their friends to point the fatal ſpear. 

<« If there be ſuch, beſeech you, quickly fly, 

« Go join the Spaniſh troops, there rather die; 

<« If one kind, friendly act you can repay, 

«© Than hail the triumphs of this glorious day. 

Had my fell tyrant us'd me as a man, 

&« would have ſcorn'd to aid our noble plan; 

For him each danger ſhould my ſoul have brav'd, 

And, at all riſks, his life I would have ſav d. 

<« Yes, my dear friends, this body ſhould have been, 

Long as my limbs had ſtrength, Alpbomſo's ſcreen. 
But hark the martial drums to battle beat, 

And loudly roar the thunders of the fleet. 

«. Roar on! with horror ſhake the trembling iſle! 

« And, oh ye Gods! on the vaſt ruin ſmile ! 

Point ev'ry engine to its deſtin'd place, 

And the ſwift track of fatal carnage trace x 
_ «© Thro' ev'ry rank confuſion quickly ſpread | 
Bid panic terror raiſe its ghaſtly head ! ' | | 


% Enervate [ 
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© Enervate ev'ry hand | each heart appal ] 
« And bid our tyrants in the ſlaughter fall! 
« And, oh! ye pitying pow'rs! theſe bands ſurvey! 
e Keen be their ſtrokes! impetuous be their way 
Firm be their courage, manly, bold and ſtrong ! 
And may they be repaid for ev'ry.wrong | 
ee Now. brother warriors, whom I gladly greet 
« Once more as freemen (for as ſuch we meet) 
« Let us, with quickeſt ſpeed and ardor, haſte 
The luſcious cup of liberty to taſte ; 
<« It hangs ſuſpended from the arch of Heay'n, 
e And to our reach on yonder ſhore * tis giv n. 
« Where, while the gift with rapt” rous glow we ſeize, 
: Our {words a laſting monument {hall raiſe, - 
« To teach the ſons of Europe tis in vain 
T' endear the African to merc'leſs pain. 
But come, my friends, the eaſt begins to glow, 
« And ſoon the ſun ſhall ſmile on er ry blow. 
« Let us embrace, and all our Gods adore— 
«© Now march we forward to th' approaching ſhore.” 
This ſaid, with courage darting from his eyes, 
And ſtimulated ſoul, Almoons flies. SED 
The 
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The brave band follow with increaſing ſpeed; 
To urge them faſter on there is no need. 
They pant for battle, for revenge they thirſt, 
And each bold African would be the firſt 
T' attack the foe, to rout the adverſe wing; 
The fall of which he may hereafter ſing. 
And leaving now the hills and woods behind, 
Onwards they ruſh, and, ſwifter · than the wind, 
O'er each oppoſing fence they nimbly bound, 
And ſafely gain the wiſh'd-for, open ground. 
They ſee the Engliſh form along the beach, 
Their line within a few, ſhort minutes reach. 
The glorious fight Almoona's heart elates, 
Which for the battle, with impatience, beats. 
As on he haſtes ſome officers advance, 
On whom he caſts a glad, but martial glance. 
They bid him ſtop, he inſtantly obeys, 
And thus, with intrepidity, he ſays. 

e Seek ye to know what 1s our errand here, 


« Or why, unbidden, we approach fo near? 


ce Be this ſhort tale enough We're injur'd men, 


ce Who fly from flav'ry, tortures, whips and pain; 


G « Who 
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«© Who come, unaſk'd, to give our utmoſt might, 


And help you freely in th'-approaching fight. 

<« But lead me to your chief, if not too bold, 

To him I will, at large, our cauſe unfold. 

Swift be ydur office, for we long to join 

«« The warlike ardor of your marſhal'd line.” 
He ceas'd, and ftraight an officer reply'd, 

<« Brave man thy wiſhes ſhall not be deny'd. 

« Wait here a moment till I've ſeen our chief, 

« Thy warm ſuſpenſion ſoon ſhall have relief.” 
Almoona bow'd The officers retir'd, 


And on their general waited, as deſir d. 


To him (brave D'OiIEY who commanded there) 


They quick relate Almoona's earneſt pray'r 
Deſcribe th' emotions of his active zeal, 

And what himſelf and his brave followers feel. 
He liſts attentive to the. brief report, 

And, pitying men of cruelty the ſport, 


Bids them approach, tho' ſwiftly climbs the day, 


And Sol begins to dart his ſultrieſt ray. 
In this ſuſpenſe Almoona's ſoul beat faſt, Gs 


And gave a thought to what had lately paſt ;, 


Teeaina's 
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Teeaina's image ſtill was hanging there, 


And from his eyes it forc'd a ſilent tear. 

Zemka, with fondeſt looks, beheld his friend, 

And pray'd the heart-felt conflict ſoon might end. 

And ſoon it will The officers command 

Almoona to conduct th' intrepid band. 

D ur leader waits impatiently to ſee 

<< Thoſe heroes who will fight for liberty.” 

He gives the welcome word: his friends obey, 

And march in ſolemn, but in bold aray. 

Now to the general come they halt once more, 
And view his army lining all the ſhore. 

 Almoona, with an unexpected eaſe, 

And dignity, that ev'ry heart might pleaſe, 

Advances ſome few ſteps, ſalutes the chief, 

And ſmothers, for awhile, each latent grief. 

* Whence or who art thou, ſay,” the general cries, 
While with aſtoniſhment the Slave he eyes. 
«© What are thy injuries? thy wrongs declare; 
«© And why amid thy boldneſs ſtarts the tear? 
Who are thy followers? thy wiſhes what? 
Be not one ſubject of thy tale forgot. 


For, 
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% For, tho' a ſoldier, I've a heart to feel, 
« And thy diſtreſſes twill, with pleaſure, heal. 
Then ſpeak out freely, I'll to all attend: 
6 Thy portlineſs has claim'd me for thy friend.” 
Straight from a graceful bend Almoona roſe 
Superior to his ſtate, above his woes. 
And in an attitude, that all expreſs'd, 
The Britiſh general he thus addreſs'd. 
Ahl aſk me not from whence theſe tributes Bw 
Time will not let you all my mis'ries know. 
In me, maſt noble leader, now you ſee 
«© A man reduc'd to meaneſt ſlavery: 
“In theſe the victims of unnumber'd. woes, 
“Who long have groan'd beneath fevereſt blows : 
£*© Nay more if your great, feeling ſoul can beat, 
And, for a moment, ſtop the battle's heat, 
In me, an injur' d prince you here. behold, 
«© Who ſome years paſt was barter d for vile gold. 
© Firſt from my kindred. torn; then hither brought, 
<« Where, like the baſeſt wretch, the hands have wrought. 
Once in my native region I, with luſtre, ſhone, 
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No friendlier acts, than mine, were ever done. 
. 
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Vet think not, chieftain, that I court applauſe, 
Or idly with to palliate our cauſe : . 

It needs no gloſs of words, no artful tongues— 

« Our ſcars alone would manifeſt our wrongs : 

% Theſe ſhoulders, were they bare, would tell a tale, 
« At which the meaneſt of your men would rail. 

«© But now my ſpirit rous'd, (no tort'rer near) 

« Vents, what it feels, to your indulgent ear. . | 

<« have, within my ſoul, ſeeds of that pride, 25 

« Which, with ſuperior men, will e'er reſide. 

© And ſince one glorious hour, at length, I hold, 

« Its ſentiments exulting I unfold. 4 

« And yet, with all its pride, my harrow'd heart 

«© The deadlieſt of its ſtings muſt here impart. 

«© The ftripes of cruelty I e' er withſtood, | 

« For ev'ry ill I had a ſov'reigu good, 

e Save one, which love like mine could not endure, 
% For which, alas! there was one only cure. 

„ Behold this dagger on its blade now reſts 

« Such blood as never flow'd from human breaſts 
It is my wife's who yet unbury'd lies. 
Methinks I ſce her tears hear her cries 
« Ah! 
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« Ah! dreadful recolle&tion—horrid thought 
« But with my infamy my ſoul was fraught, 


« When to my injur'd love the ſtroke 1 gave, 

The only means that could my honor ſave. 

Three happy years I bleſs'd each cloſing day, 
When in my boſom my Teeaina lay. | 
My aching limbs, that nurs'd the juicy cane, 

Were recompens'd for ev'ry drudging pain; 

& For, near her plac'd, I eas'd her ſtated toils, 

And ſhe repaid me with the ſweeteſt ſmiles ; 

And at each eve, no cruel driver near, 

We felt each comfort and we knew no fear. 

ce I took her to my arms, I kiſs d my love, 

«© And the great Gods did ev'ry deed approve. 

« But bleſs'd, or rather curs'd with beauties rare, 

« Alphonſo wiſh'd in my delights to ſhare_. 

He tore her from me- took her to his bed, 

« And evry future hope, but vengeance, fled. 

In part that's ſatisfy d; but there remains 

A ſtroke that will relieve my bitter'ſt pains. 

«© My wife from baſe pollution I have freed; 

Within her breaſt I've ſeen this dagger bleed 

1 e ſtabb' d 
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« I ſtabb'd my ſoul's delight—I ſaw her die 
„ Deliver'd from her hated miſery __. 
el kiſs'd her pallid lips I ſhed a tear 

And to my boſom preſs'd her corſe ſtill dear— _ 

I ſaw the parting, bleeding tide of life 
And to the Gods I gave my murder d wife. | 
© This deed an injur'd huſband's right has claim'd, 
« Yet, when the ſtab was giv'n, twas love that aim'd. 
* But now a nobler proſpect nerves my arm, | 
« And brighteſt hopes my tortur'd boſom warm. 
« Your troops with pleaſure fill my eager eyes, 
And from this moment I forget my ſighs. 
A warrior now, you'll find me cool and brave; 
Not one baſe ſubterfuge my life ſhall ſave; 
Not one impending danger ſhall affright 
« My ſteady ſoul, or make me ſhun the fight. 
« You cannot point out that vaſt load of toil, 
«© However weighty, which I will not foil. 
Bid me be rang'd, where pours the ſtorm of death, 
«© Undaunted I will meet its fiery breath : 
Bid me advance the foremoſt of the line, 
Where ſtrongeſt ranks and obſtacles combine | 
| | es 
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To ſtop the progreſs of this noble hoſt, 

66 III bravely fall, or gain th' appointed poſt. 

« Bereft of ev'ry hope of future joy, | 

« Þ'll mount the breach, dread batt'ries deſtroy, 


| „ And with th impatient, injur d band J lead, 


«© O'er proſtrate foes midſt claſhing horrors tread. 

e Theſe friends, brave chief, are faithful, daring, bold, 

Tho doom d to ſlav ry for dirty gold 

« There's not among them one, who will betray 

„ Your hopes or mine on this moſt glorious day. 

As you're a Briton—as you come from where, 

c Bright freedom does her ſilver ſtandard. rear, 

« You will applaud their deeds I know you will. 

For tho' in diſcipline they ve little ſkill, 

Tho not inſtructed to direct the roar | 

ce That pours ſulphureous from the deathly bore; 

© The maſſive ſpear or ſabre they can wield, 

d And deal deſtruction o'er th enſanguin d field. 
Then give us arms your orders we'll obey; 

6 And I will ſhew my friends the noble way 

« To conqueſt, freedom and immortal fame. 


«© Not one ſhall merit your reproach or blame. 


££ Not 
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«N ot one 1s here, to whom you'll not beſtow 
c Thoſe thanks, that from a gen'rous heart can flow.” 
Almoona ceas'd, and waited his reply 
With hope impatient, and with gliſt'ning eye. 
That prepoſſeſſion, which Had claim'd his ear, 
To admiration now had warm'd the tear 
Which to Almoona's fate (from whom was fled 
All happineſs in life) the chief had ſhed. 
He gaz'd attentive on the princely ſlave, 
And to his wiſhes thus his anſwer gave. 
«© Unhappy man! what anguiſh haſt thou known, 
In doing what thy wretched heart has done! ; 
© I with 'twere in my pow'r its wounds to heal 
« Alas! I only can thy ſorrows feel. | 
6% But, if 'twill glad thee to conduct this band, 
« I give thee an unlimited command 
« To guide them where my orders ſhall direct; 
And theſe, I'm confident, thou' It not neglect. 
« fix your preſent ſtation in the rear, | 
© Where we can arm you, as the foe draws near: 
« From thence to either wing you ſhall divide, 
« Which, wide extending, will your numbers hide. 
| H | D 


« Be cool, Almoona, and with patience wait, 


Till ſome diſcharges ſhall allow your fate 

* In not unequal balance to be weigh'd ; 

„Till then 'twould be imprudent to be try'd. 

« But, tho' your wrongs may urge you to the war, 
Let not revenge be hurry'd on too far. 

« You've join'd my troops, are under my command, 
And, when I order, you muſt make a ſtand; 

« Peſiſt from ſlaughter, ſheath the bloody ſword, 
And be obedient at the given word. 

© We and the Spaniards fight like gen rous men, 
0 And, when the war is o'er, are friends again. 

C No rooted malice rankles in our breaſts ; 

ce That helliſh thought, my friend, my ſoul deteſts. 
% But, liſted in our country's. cauſe, we muſt, 
When order'd, faithfully fulfill our truſt. 
War is too dreadful, of itſelf, to need 

“One ſingle ſpurg. +0 make more-wretches bleed. 
«© Theſe are my ſentiments, and this my plan; 
The greateſt foe I have is ſtill a man; 

60 My tellow-creature—born, like me, to taſte. 

9 Whatever good the will of Heay' n has plac'd 


« Within 
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© Within his reach beneath its care to move; 


6 Bleſs'd, if deſerving, with its tender'ſt love. 
„When him I meet, my country to defend, 
e meet a public foe, but private friend. 
I'll uſe all arts to foil him in the field, 
« All ſocial offices I'll, elſewhere, yield: 
{© True to my truſt, I'll conquer, if I can, 
« And when he's conquer'd treat him as a man. 
C You've heard my wiſhes, ſee they be obey'd, 
« And let me not, Almoona, be betray'd. | 
Due ſpirit leads us in the battle's heat, 
cc Compaſſion guides us, when our foes retreat. 
« Farewell 'til this day's buſineſs be done, 
4e Which to our wiſhes will, I hope, be won.” 

Almoona bows afſent; his honor's fir'd; 
And ſavage vengeance 1s no more deſir d. 
He bids his follow'rs march, they gain the rear, 
Where each is arm'd, and ignorant of fear, 
Waits, with impatience, for th' approaching fight, 

And views his enemies with fierce delight. 

And now the charge begins: now cannons roar, 

And with their thunders ſhake the trembling ſhore : 


Now 


— 
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Now the contending armies vollies pour, 
And deaths unnumber'd fly in ev'ry ſhow'r. 
Deſtruction ſwift rebounds from fide to fide, 
And ſwells, inceſſantly, the purple tide : 


From ev'ry part it lows—Loud drums, in vain, 


Strive to o'erpow'r the horrors of the plain. 5 
The ſhrieks of death and ſhouts of triumph blend, 
Reach the blue mountains and the welkin rend. 
Firm as a rock, that braves the whirlwind's rage, 
Almoona ſees the diff rent troops engage; : 

The deathly tempeſt of the field he hears 
Louder and louder ſwell; yet ſtill he bears 
His ſteady looks unmov'd, which ſeem to ſay, 
How nobly ſpreads the tumult of the day! 
6 This uproar wild is faſhion'd to my ſoul, 
„And, pleas'd, it hears theſe mighty thunders roll.“ 
While thus the battle warms, and all kad 
Redoubles the reverberating ſound, 
From rank to rank he goes: his words inſpire 
Their breaſts with thirſt of fame; they catch his fire, 
And as the tyger, with rapacious eyes 
The near approaches of his victim ſpies, 

And 
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And fiercely couching twiſts his tale with joy, 
Eager to make a ſpring and to deſtroy, 
So they, with brandiſh'd ſwords, their looks elate 
Dart on the Spaniards, and prepare their tate. | 
Along the line Almoona dauntleſs flies, 
Till his keen ſearch his hated. rival ſpies. 
Freſh vigor nerves his arm: he marks the place, 
And longs to end or heighten his diſgrace. 
<« vow before the Gods, his paſſions cry, 
6 That either I, or thou this day ſhall die.” 
Then ftraight returning to his friends, who wait 
From death or victory to meet their fate, 
Thus bids them be prepar'd. 

The hour is near 
« We long have wiſh'd; the glorious moment's here. 
The Spaniards, our baſe tyrants, ſeem to lag, 
And onward moves the ſteady Britiſb flag. 
„Our gen'ral ſhortly will our ſwords demand, 
Then be ye ready for the bleſt command; 
« And when tis given But your looks proclaim 
« Tis needleſs to exhort the ſons of fame. 


« Oh! 


* 
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« Oh! haſte ye then, your welcome orders bring, 


« And on your foes, like lions, we will ſpring. 
25 But yet, forbid unbridled hate ſhould ſwell 
In any breaſt, or our revenge impell, 

als (However great the wrongs that form this plan) 
10 cruel acts, unworthy. of a man. 

© No: let us firmly on the Spaniards ruſh, 


© But let us not before the gen'ral bluſh. 


„Let bravery, and not blind fury guide 


The injured Africans reſiſtleſs tide. 
« Let our keen ſwords, that glitter in the ſtorm, 


« Actions of valour, not of rage perform. 

« At leaſt mine ſhall. Alphonſe's on the right: 
Him will I meet, with him I'll fairly fight, 

« And give him ev'ry chance. No lurking ſcheme 


Shall leſſen his diſgrace, or wound my fame. 


© No. Dearly as I lov'd my ſoul's delight, 

e Now loft forever to my longing ſight, 

“J, cen to him, would rather yield my life, 

e Than by a coward's art revenge my wife. 
While thus he ſpeaks, an officer arrives, 

And his directions to Almoona gives. 

He 


L 33 4 


He bids him march; and where the foe retires, 

Or where confuſion ſcatters weaken' d fires, 

To make an onſet. Now the friends divide, 

And ſwiftly ſtretch along on either fide. 

Zemka the left, Almoona takes the right, 

Where ſoon he hopes to gratify his fight. 

And now, unable to ſupport the heat, 

The Spaniards, ſlack' ning, tow'rds the fields retreat. 

Now, ruſhing onward to compleat the rout, 

Almoona's friends with wild exultance ſhout, 

And quickly with their tyrants furious' meet, 

And hand to hand the battle they repeat. 

Their glitt'ring ſwords with force reſiſtleſs flame, 

And many a Spaniard bites the duſt with ſhame. 
In flight, at length, they ſtrive their lives to ſave, 

But ftrive in vain. Unſated is the Slave; 

His cruel uſage 1s not yet repaid, 

Nor blunted. yet is the avenging blade. 

They quit the plain, thro' hidden. paths they fly, 

There are o'ertaken—feebly fight and die. 

Almoona, ſtill on one firm purpoſe bent, 


Among the reſt purſues ; on him intent, 
| Whom 


* 
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Whom moſt he wiſhes, like a man, t engage, 
With open courage, not with brutal rage. 
His eagerneſs unuſual ſpeed ſupplies: 
He reaches him, and thus he nobly cries. 
e Alphonſo, turn, the wrong'd Almoona's here, 
0 Compoſe thyſelf; forget this idle fear; 
ge cool, as is thy foe, thyſelf defend, 
«© And may the Gods the juſteſt cauſe befriend!” 
He turn'd and wiſh'd to ſpeak. © No parleying now, 
The injur'd widower cries, © I've made a vow, | 
[ | « If kinder fate ſhould throw thee in my way, 
l “That either thou or I ſhould fall this day. 
5 | Think on my woes Think on that curſed bed, 
= © To which, by force, my heart-lov'd wife was led — 
* Think of the dreadful fight thou'ſt lately ſeen— 
« To thy black ſoul recall the horrid ſcene — 
ce But let all altercation hence be mute, 
And with our ſwords let's finith the diſpute. 8” 
« Come fight thy beſt, no quarter do I crave; 
And rouſe thy ſoul—thou cop'ft but with thy Slave. 
« Call forth thy vengeance, pour it on my head, 
Who from thy tyranny have meanly fled, 
| 25 « With 
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“ With courage nerve thy arm; regain thy breath; 

«© And ſend A/mona to the ſhades of death. 

ge but as valiant, as thy heart is baſe, 

And thou wilt triumph ſoon in my diſgrace. 
He ceas'd, apd ſome few paces he retir'd, 

His ſoul with calm retaliation fir'd. 

His keen reproaches rous'd Alphonſo's pride, 

He ſcorns to hear him inſolently chide, 

Aud ſays, How dar'ſt thou thus thy maſter treat, 

c Or theſe inſulting words, baſe wretch, repeat? 

« Fell murder'r! think who now by thee lies dead, 

ce And up to juſtice give thy guilty head.” | 

« Yes, ſo I will, if thou ſhalt victor prove,” 

He quick replies, I'll give it to my love. 

« A murd'rer I! I ſcorn the horrid ſound : 

« On thee let that deteſted name rebound. 

« My maſter thou! recall th inſulting phraſe, 

Act like a man, and merit ev'n my praiſe. 

« For, if thou conquer'ſt, I will call the brave. 

No more—Now ftrive thy wretched life to ſave, 

< For by the Gods, who injuries requite, 


Thy ghoſt, or mine, ſhall ſeek eternal night. 


I Now 
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Now ſpringing forward with a dauntleſs heart, 
While from his eyes contending paſſions dart, 
He meets Alphonſo's ſword, the claſh he hears— ; 
The ſound is more than muſic to his ears. 
Now hand to hand with vigor they engage, 
One arm'd with coolneſs, one with haughtieſt rage. 
And now they puſh; now catch the falling blow, 
Their watchful eyes {till faſten'd on the foe. 
The direful ſtroke to. ſhun ſometimes they bend; 
Sometimes annoy ; ſometimes themſelves defend, 
Each aim is parry'd with a dext'rous ſkill, 
And hopes and doubts, by turns, their boſoms fill. 
But now Almoona, on his guard awhile, 
Provokes. Alphonſo to exhauſting toil 0 
And now recov'ring breath and ſtrength and life, 
Reſolves, at once, to end the dubious ſtrife. 
Then, ſtraining ev'ry nerve, his fatal hand 
Aims his laſt blow, and lays him on the ſand. 
Forth from his breaſt the bloody torrent flies, 
And deathly dimneſs darks his cloſing eyes. 
Tis done, great Gods! the bloody deed is o'er,” 
The victor cries, © and I exult-no more. 


Hear 
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Hear me, A/phon/o, if thou yet canſt hear, 
* Hadfſt thou attended to a huſband's pray'r, 
I had not been the wretch I'm doom'd to be, 
% Drooping beneath a load of miſery. 

« Oh! my belov'd, here our deſtroyer lies, 
In agonies he breathes his laſt——he dies. 

e conſecrate this blow to thy bleſt ſhade, 

© And for my injuries I'm amply paid. 

My ſoul no mean indignities ſhall ſhew, 

« Alphonſo has in me a gen'rous foe.” | 
As thus he ſpeaks, Alphon/o's feeble eyes 
Are tow'rds him rais'd, and with convulſive fighs 
He gazes on him, ſhakes his head, and prays, 
And, ſtretching out his hand, thus faintly fays. 


« Ah! wrong'd Almoona, whither have I ſtray'd? 


„My crimes are now with frightful looks array d. 
« The injuries, I long to thee have dealt, 

« With deep remorſe, are at this moment felt, 
« When thy juſt cauſe beholds my wretched end. 


« Oh! if thy feelings can to pity bend, 


« (And from thy looks methinks they will) forgive 


« A wretched man, who has not long to live. 


* 
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« Oh! pray thee do not curſe thy tyrant now, 
15 Nor offer up to Heav n one crying vow, 
6 That may before its throne be heard _Implore 
“For mercy—_l can injure thee no more. 
« Say, do'ſt thou pardon me, thou injur'd man?” 
Ves, yes I do” (while tears of anguiſh ran 
Faſt down his cheeks) he eagerly reply'd; 
(Nor did he ſtrive his ſoften'd ſoul to hide, 
Which ſweet compaſſion warm'd, as on his knees. 
He wafted o'er his face the gather'd breeze.) 
May Heav'n forgive thee to—Beyond the grave 
“Revenge ſhould ne'er be carry d by the brave.” 
© Oh! II have wrong'd him much —in mercy ſpare 
The errors of my life_oh! hear my pray' r. 
Give me thy hand oh! eaſe this racking pain 
% Doft thou forgive repeat the ſound again.” 

« Yes, from my very ſoul,” he cry d, I do,” 
While to his lips his hand Alphomſo drew, 
And faid, © be this the kiſs of peace the ſeal— 
* Oh! let it all our mortal hatred heal} 
But ah! that pang; Porgiving goodneſs ſpare 
My trembling ſoul, and fave it from deſpair! 

| | | « Aſſiſt 


r 


« Aſſiſt me, all ye pitying pow'rs above, 


And ſue for mercy from the God you love! 

Ahl there again The ſtruggle's at an end — 

Farewell, Almoona now, in death, my friend.“ 
He ceas'd; he clos d his eyes; he dropp'd his head, 

And ſwell'd the number of th' unhappy dead. 
The dreadful buſineſs o'er; his victim lain ; 

Almoona's thoughts, in bitterneſs, complain 

That e er his wrongs had ſpurr'd him to the deed, 

That e'er their cries had made their author bleed. 

He views his corpſe, and o'er it weeping ſtands; 

Then tow'rds the ſkies he ſtretches out his hands; 

Begins to pray; when deeply croſs his heart 

The injuries of his wife reſiſtleſs dart. 

Love, anguiſh, pity, horror rule by turns, 

And his wild boſom with the conflict burns. 

His bloody ſword - Alphon/o's dying pray r 

His promis'd pardon, and the ſupplant air 

Which begg'd that pardon, his rack'd ſoul aſſail, 

And borne down by them all his ſpirits fail. 

In this diſtreſs the warring day is o'er, 

And orders bid the troops purſue no more. 


He 
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He hears the call, and ruſhing from the ſcene, 
Wildly he flies and meets the conquering train. 
| He ſees his Zemka with ſucceſs elate, | 
Who ſprings with eagerneſs to learn his fate; 
He ſees his bloody ſword, his nerveleſs frame, 
And trembling for his tale, he fears his ſhame. 
« Ah! my Almoona, whence this tremor? fay, 
“ Haſt thou been foil'd on this important day? 
« Is curs'd Alphonſo from thy vengeance _ 
No, Zemka, no; he's number'd with the dead. 
« With this I pierc'd his breaſt The deed is oer 
«© Come let us quit this horrid, bloody ſhore. - 


— 


My vengeance is at reſt. Hence let us fly 
ce Once more to ſee my love, and kiſs my boy.” 
« Is this Almoona? Zemka quick replies 
(As keeneſt courage flaſhes from his eyes) 
&« Is this my friend, who warm'd our ſouls to war! 
“ Come rouſe thyſelf, be ſtill our leading ſtar. 
« We claim the leader's thanks for what we've done— 


_ « Regain thy manly looks, and lead us on.“ 
This faid, without attending to his figh, 
He ſeiz'd his hand, nor waited a reply, 


„ 


But marching boldly, ſenſible to fame, 
Into the preſence of the gen' ral came. 
| Their deeds of valor he already knows, 
And on them thus his praiſes he beſtows. : 

«© Welcome, Almoona, welcome from the fight, 
Welcome, are all, who've put the foe to flight. 
© Your vengeance, I'm inform'd, has been in bounds, 
© More honor, therefore, on your feats redounds. 
% Receive my thanks, and reſt aſſur d, my friends, 
„That he'll reward you, who your deeds commends. 
Thou and thy followers are henceforth free. 
«© You've nobly fought, and claim your liberty. 
When peace ſhall all our warring broils compoſe, 
And final conqueſt has diſarm'd our foes, 
ce Then will I portion out ſome ſmall eſtate, 
«© Where, from the world, thy ſorrows may retreat. 
Nor ſhall thy friends neglected long remain, 
« Of our forgetfulneſs ſhall none complain. 
6 Retire ye now, refreſhment you muſt need 
And other helps, for many of you bleed.” 
Almoona bow'd his thanks with drooping head, 


And thus reply'd, —** My wife, you know, is dead, 
« And 


La ] 
<< And our late maſter is in life no more 


6 laid him breathleſs on the fatal ſhore. 


« But, on my word, in open war J fought, 


« And, as you wiſh'd, no ſavage blow I ſought. 
The dreadful purpoſe of my ſoul's fulfill'd —— 
„ My wife and tyrant by theſe hands are kill d— 
Her ſtill I love, and him, in death, forgave—— 
« What now is wanting but a peaceful grave? 
„Vet take our thanks for what you have deſign'd, 
« And may you to my friends be ever kind! 
“With me heart-rending thoughts alone muſt dyell— 
To ev'ry joy I bid a long farewell.” 

He paus'd awhile, with what he felt oppreſs'd, 
And claſp'd his hands upon his tortur'd breaſt. 
Then wiſtly looking round with ſtreaming eyes, 
He thus addreſs'd their hearts 'midſt broken ſighs. 

«© From my misfortunes learn, ye Whites, to know 
When to chaſtiſe, and when to ſpare the blow. 
“Learn too that Heav'n, in goodneſs unconfin'd, 
te Deals out impartial bleſſings to mankind : 

_ © Bids nature mould all colours in one frame, 
„Our virtues, paſſions, feelings ſtill the ſame. 
«c Tf 
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« If bleſs d inſtructions truths to you impart, 

« Whoſe rays on ruder countries do not dart, 

ce Pity our ignoranee but never ſay, 5 

« From what we once have known, we're gone aſtray 
« If ye are ticher, let your riches be 

© The ſource of joy and not of miſery! _ 

©« And if my countrymen muſt {till be brought, 


From their own ſhores, and here like beaſts be bought, 


« Pray ye! reflect that they are then like you, 

ce And let humanity be kept in view 

Add not new rigors to their wretched ſtate, 

Nor let them be the objects of Four hate. 

Let ſome compaſſion o'er their labours ſmile, 

« And comforts cheer them in the weary'd toil. 

_ © *Tis dreadful, did you, by experience, know, 

© To drudge, and ſtill expect the merc'leſs blow. 

« *Tis ſure enough to ſee them pine away 

cc Amid*the ſultry vapours of the day, 

„Without inflicting puniſhments ſevere, 

© Almoſt beyond the ſtrength of man to bear 

Drag not their wives to your deteſted beds, 

«© Nor {well the groans that haunt their dreary ſheds. 
K | Bring 
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« Bring up their children with a pious care, 
And let them, with you, in life's comforts ſhare. 
+ Oh! may they never know the pangs I feel | 

© Which even lenient time muſt never heal! 


2 . « From my fad, ſorrowing ſoul ſweet peace is fled, 


ce And with my wife all future hope i is dead. 


Ab tow'rds his widow'd cottage {lowly went. 
Compaſſion gaz d, with tear-diſtilling eyes, | 
And with his ſorrows mix d her piteous ſighs. 


Bo, 


Grief chok'd his voice—with folded arms he bent, 


